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Hypocrite, hypocrite, I despise, 

Jestice done plumb the line! 
Wings is craptid, kin not rise, 

Jestice done plumb the line ! 

But the public is too familiar with negro songs to ask for much of 
this kind. My only reason for giving these is that I have never seen 
them anywhere else. The whites sing Moody and Sankey, like the 
rest of the world, out of music-books. 

Octave Thanet. 



THE DEMON OF CONSUMPTION. 

A LEGEND OF CHEROKEES IN NORTH CAROLINA. 

In the olden days, before the white man's foot had ever crossed 
the Blue Ridge, there resided in a cave in the Tusquittee Mountain, 
in what is now Clay County, N. C, a demon with an iron finger, who 
had the power to assume the exact form and image of any one whom 
he chose to represent. His food was human lungs and livers, which 
he procured by his power of personating any absent member of a 
family and the aid of his iron finger. His method was to watch till 
some one of a family would be absent for an hour or so without 
notice. The demon would then enter the house in the form of the 
absent one, select his victim, begin fondling his head, run his soft 
fingers through his hair until the unsuspecting victim would go to 
sleep. Then with his iron finger would he pierce the victim's side 
and take his liver and lungs, but without pain. The wound would 
immediately heal, leaving no outward mark. 

The one thus robbed would, on awaking, go about his usual occu- 
pation, entirely unconscious of the injury at the time, but would grad- 
ually pine away and die. 

The monster, of course, did most of his mischief in the immediate 
neighborhood of his home. So terrible became his depredations that 
the beautiful valley of the Tusquittee was almost depopulated, and the 
whole tribe of the Cherokees became aroused, and determined at all 
hazards to destroy their dreadful enemy. After a long search, they 
at length found him in his cave ; but no one would venture in to lay 
hands on him, for fear of the iron finger. He laughed at all their 
devices to allure him from his cave. They then undertook to destroy 
him by shooting him with arrows. This only the further provoked 
his mirth. The more they shot at him the louder he laughed, and 
the more he taunted them. As the arrows would pierce him, he 
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would draw them out of his body and toss them back at the men who 
shot them, his wounds healing the instant the arrows were withdrawn. 
Thus the fight went on for a long time, the Indians shooting the 
arrows and the demon throwing them back. What was war with 
them was sport to him. But when the Indians were nearly exhausted 
and almost ready to give up the struggle, a little bird sang out to 
them, "Shoot him on his iron finger." At once they began to aim 
at that. The demon's mirthfulness left him. He raged and fumed, 
and tried every device to avoid the arrows aimed at his finger, but in 
vain. In a short time an arrow struck the iron finger and the mon- 
ster fell and expired. Since that day the little bird, the wren, is 
sacred to the Cherokees, and on no account will they harm it. 

For a long time the wasting sickness was stayed ; but at length 
some of the demon's descendants learned the art and occasionally 
secured a victim, but none of them ever attained either the power or 
malignity of the demon of the iron finger. 

James W. Terrell. 

Webster, N. C. 



